A   BEDSIDE   BOOK

In all of us sorrow for misdeed has given way to defiance.
It is in such a passage as this, therefore, that Toad ceases to
be merely Toad, and becomes epitomized human nature.

Many other passages throw equally searching light into
character; still others express and fulfil our younger dreams.
And, above all, the entire book is filled with the silent
laughter, the gravity, and the mocking nonsense of true
English humour. To read The Wind in the Willows is to be
very profoundly amused, to have the mind set free for un-
limited speculation, and to be brought, as I have said, to
dreamland itself. You read a chapter, you switch off the
bedside lamp, and you find yourself listening to the ripple
of the river, hearing again the conversation between Toad
and the washer-woman, the carol sung by the little fieldmice
at Mole's front door, and the Seafaring Rat's account of
halcyon nights in the Mediterranean. Gradually these sounds
blend and fade. Memories blur. Still smiling, you are asleep,
tranquil and content; to awaken in the morning as refreshed
as you would be after a summer night in the open air. What
more can a bedside book do for you than that?
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